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Welcome to the eleventh issue of the title that 

keeps refusing to die—Death Rattle! We've 
tried everything: dumping the color, downgrading 
the paper, discontinuing popular serials, running 
long-winded text pieces by the story editor; nothing 
works! Death Rattle declines to issue from its 
constricted throat what its title promises: it may 
gurgle a little, but we can’t seem to make it rat- 
tle. It just keeps rising from the grave, giving us 
dirty looks for our latest insult to its mortality, and 
then continues on its shambling way. 
But semi-seriously folks, Death Rattle has 
always been a victim of the dread disease, anemic 
circulation. When the black and white comic book 
plague struck the so-called industry, all of our titles 
were affected. With its previous history added to 
the latest crisis, we thought we’d finally be able 
to bury this particular nasty little beast, and sow 
the grave with quicklime. But...Death Rattle’s 
numbers stayed virtually the same through the glut 
(never mind that they didn’t have far to drop). 
Then...the numbers began to climb. Weird. 
Spooky. We became suffused with a palpable sense 
of dread: Would we have to continue this title? 
It seems we can only blame the stories and art 
ог this unforeseen ішті of events. Apparently, more 
than three people out there like what we print in 
here, and recently their tribe has grown to more 
than five. Sort of like a lynch mob. They all claim 
it's what we print, not how we print it. “175 dif- 
erent; it’s good; it’s thought provoking,” and other 
ominous statements filter back to us. How could 
we be so stupid as to overlook this factor? From 
planning a maypole dance on Death Rattle’s 
grave, we are compelled to cancel the frivolity and 
get back to work. 


Frankly, this was to be the last issue of Death 
Rattle. We had decided to go out with a bang 
by cramming it full with stories, and the ads be 
damned. And so it is, although ме те sorry to ad- 
mit that we blew it, and the title will continue. At 
least for now. We begin with the experimental 
cover by John Pound, combining photos and art. 
You've seen the snake adorn this column and the 
“Fang Май” letterscol, so you ve gotta admit, 
we've received our money’s worth out of Pound’s 
art. John currently draws Garbage Pail Kids 
for Topps, certainly an honorable task for a Death 
Rattle contributor. 

Our first story reunites Robert Ingersoll and 
Rand Holmes, last seen in No. 9’s controver- 
sial “Child of the Media.” Their story this time 
is “Keep the Home Fires Burning,” about an in- 
cident in the Korean War. Next up is “Junk,” 
a delightful tale, with only a touch of the gruesome, 
about robots by Michael Sundermeier and 
Dave Garcia. Dave and Monica Sharp publish 
an excellent book, Panda Khan through Abacus 
Press. Check it out in your comics shop. 

Eric Vincent retums with “Митоз,” а 
psychological thriller about your untypical Ol 
Dark House. Vincent, artist and co-writer of Alien 
Fire was seen last in issue 10% real story ol 
“Mother Goose.” Finally, we have the unique 
teamup of artist-writer P.S. Mueller and Bill 
“Lucky” Hartwig in “In League With the 
Devil,” a bizarre saga about a bowling alley on 
a deserted highway; a bowling alley not sanction- 
ed by the ABC. Mueller is perhaps best known 
for his one-panel gag cartoons (Snarf 10, Splat, 
Spread of Terror), which are guaranteed to 
(More ofthis on the inside back cover) 


Watch for Death Rattle No. 12 in September! Send some letters! 
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О SIR, THEY DIDN'T HAFTA 
DRAFT. МЕ. THANKS, ANDY. 
SOON AS | WAS EIGHTEEN, (| 


7 SIGNED ОЎ. — rfl 


KOREA, OCTOBER 8 ۱952: SOMEWHERE SOUTH OF THE 
38th НЕ 7 


رچ چو 


%» 551 AS | KICK SOME ٤ 
© Ñ ASS,WE CAN ALL GO HOME. 


NAW. I'LL PROBABLY 
٧0 АУЕ ТО LET YOU HELP 
244% NICK. А LITTLE 


Fand нен Ө 1007 


MY BROTHER'S 
LIGHTER FROM 
WORLD WAR Two. 


| НЕ SAID IT HAS 
у ЗА МАСС IN IT. 
WHEN НЕ НТ 
A FIRE --ТНЕ 
1 WAR ом? 


е а 
НЕ SAID IT 74 
бот НІМ. THROUGH 
HIS WAR--AND | 
тъ. GET МЕ 
THROUGH MIME 


SCRIPT: ROBERT INGERSOLL 


. AND А5 ANDY HARRIS, 
FRANK CABRON , NICK ЖАМ 
AND JOE BRADDOCK 
ABOUT TO LEARN, OME WHERE 
JUST NORTH OF HELL / 


IT’S MY GOOD 
LUCK CHARM, SARGE. 


JUNK IT! 
YOU DEPEND ON 

SOME GOOD 
Ë LUCK 


ART: RAND HOLMES 


SECONDS AGO НЕ WAS 
А SERGEANT CHEWING 
OUT A GREEN REPLACEMENT. 


THIS ONE WAS HOPING HIS 
MOTHER REMEMBERED TO 
GIVE REX HIS WORM 
MEDICIN Е 
BECAUSE MARY REALLY مو‎ 
Р | WANTED IT ТНАТ LAST 

“| ТІМЕ-- АМР НЕ до 
, | CHICKENED OUT. 


THIS 
RTR! 


19% 


МОТ ТО САМ GROUND ОВ STOP 
COMMUNISM. JUST TO STAY 


AS THEY 0۰6٥ 
V Жа 


ANDY 9... ANDY? | 


COME ОМ, КО. 
IT’S OVER. WE 


FORGET THAT 
FUCKIN' COWARD 
WE GOTTA 
HELP FRANK. 


ДЕ MY LEG! 
IT’S КІШІМ"МЕ, 
Ч 4 YOU GOTTA GIVE Ü fa 
1 


ME SOMETHIN! 


ас 


WE HAVE ТО CARRY DON'T BE AN ASS,NICK. 
FRANK! WE'LL NEVER WHAT DID 2” IN 
1 N ? 
СА پو‎ МУР. А 
COWARD! 
NOBODY ASKED 
4 
AND JOIN UP WITH 
ANOTHER COMPANY, 
TOMORROW. 


5% 


ІМ ТО THE MAJORITY. 


1 НЕ WOULD. 


мот. 
REMEMBER HOW НЕ 


N НАС, WITH GREAT 


RELIEF DECIDED ОМ 
THE HUT, BEFORE 


7 ЗОМЕ GOOD LUCK 
PIECE, HARRIS. DID US 

\ А LOTTA GOOD BACK 

THERE, DIDN'T IT? 


Waw N 
ШЫ 


SHUT UP 

HANLEY! you 
WEREN'T ANY 
BETTER IN 
YOUR FIRST 
ACTION. 


WAIT А SECOND! 
EVER SINCE ANDY 
STARTED ТИ КЕ 
MY LEG FEELS BETTER. 
АМ ١ DON'T HEAR 

GUNSHOTS / 


HURRY UP/ THEY'RE‏ ال 
STILL COMING!‏ 


Т 
WORKING. 
So, 


7 
2 


rA 
LET ME, IT MUST 
ому WORK 


С START THE 


FIRE / 


YOU KNOW, | BEEN THINKIN’ 
MAYBE WE SHOULD WAIT AVOTHER 
DAY. LET MY LEG HEAL 
COMPLETELY BEFORE WE GO BACK. 


ще, 


HOW'S THE 
LEG, FRANK? 


NO. THEY'RE 
- д GONE. МУ 
ВЕ 3 7 У BROTHER SAID 
WE SAW LAST NIGHT и A : США 1 
YOu THINK THEY'RE в 
STILL OUT THERE ? 


NOT IN IT 
WHILE THE 
FIRES LIT. 


Р” WHY DON'T YOU GO то 
AS PEACEFULLY SLEEP, ANDY % YOU WERE 
AS THE NIGHT. UP ALL LAST NIGHT. 


I'LL TEND THE FIRE 
FOR YOU. eee 


32 


ЕСЕ) THE NEXT MORNING, ANDY 
5) KNEW НЕ WOULD MISS THE 


HUT-- JUST AS HE HAD MISSED % 


HIS ТЕРРУ BEAR WHEN HIS 
Й MOTHER HID IT FROM HIM 

TEN YEARS AGO. BUT NOW, 

AS THEN, IT WAS TIME ТО 


THEY'D FIND SOME OTHER 


А COMPANY AND TELL THEM THEY'D 


BEEN LOST. ТНЕҮР GET A COUPLE 
DAYS OF Q ANDR. THEN THEYD 
GO THEIR SEPARATE WAYS, 
UNTIL EACH REMEMBERED WHAT 
HAD HAPPENED HERE ONLY ASA 
OREAM-- AN IMPOSSIBLE, 


МО! THE INFECTIONS 5 
SPREAD ТОО FAR! WE'LL 
HAVE To АМРИТАТЕ IT, 4 

OR ITLL KILL НІМ 4 


4 


IT'S FINE, BUT WHAT 
600р:5 IT GONNA DO US? 
SOON AS YOU PUT THE 
FIRE OUT, ITS GONNA 
ET WORSE AGAIN 


у ANDY AND 
FRANK CAN STAY 


BE ABLE TO 
ро THE JOB 
RIGHT. 


4 


7, 


МО ONE'S TAKIN’ MY LEG. 
| МЕ AIN'T LEAVIN: 


ТТ 


ЕКАМК, РОТ ТНЕ 
сим DOWN. A мо! гм NOT МКТ АЗЕ 
“| GOIN’ TO LOSE Е CANT STA 
MY LEG/ | ЦЕЛЕ, /75 WRONG! 
٩ 1 WAS WRONG ТО 
OR МЕ! е 


FUCK YOU, IT’S WRONG! PUT THE RIFLE DOWN, 
YOURE NOT THE ONE'S FRANK! ٧ 
GONNA LOSE HIS < 2 
So SHOOT! 
LEG! YOU'RE YOU'LL BE DOIN’ ME 


NOT THE ONE А GODDAMN FAVOR! 
WHO'S - - / 


| AAEAN IT 
FRANK-- 


[FRANK MAKES 
SENSE, JOE WHY 


АВЕ WE, ANDY? 


YOU KILLED HIM! 
NOW WHAT THE FUCK 
} DO WE ро ? 


HE WAS GONNA 44 YS! N) 
JUST SHUT UP AND HELP М 
WITH MY LEG/ 


ДИМ GETTIN’ 
“OUTTA HERE! 


E = 
You CANT! NICK, DON'T 
LEAVE МЕ TO 7 


INCOMING! 


THEY WERE WITH CHARLIE COMPANY 
-- AMBUSHED TWO DAYS AGO! WHAT. 


N DO YOU SUPPOSE THEY 


HANK, LO0K. | SEE 
SOMETHIN’ SHININ“ 


Ў вет гт WASN'T WORTH Ñ 
ANYTHING ANYWAY. 


JUNK 


А STORY BY MICHAEL SUNDERMEIER 


CARBURETOR FOR A 
"86 CHEVY CITATION? 
DOING А RESTORATION? 


ADAPTED BY DAVE GARCIA 


HEN, BILL! “(Ofte Е т ; 
, Ц } 1 ENOUGH. 
GET YOUR BUTT IN HERE! ‘SIDES, THIS WAY, THE 
р SONOFABITCH 
CANT TALK BACK! 


SOMETHING? 
ь- Ñ 


HOW'S THAT? LETTERQUALITY PRINTER... ОМ ТОР 
А’ THAT, BILL'S А FIRST-RATE MECH. HE COULD 
BUILD А CAR FROM SCRATCH. HELL, HE COULD МАКЕ 
YOU THAT CARBURETOR . . . IF YOU GOT THE 
MONEY TO PAY FOR IT. 


BILL DIDNT HESITATE. HE WENT OUT 
THE DOOR THAT LED TO THE IMMENSE 
WAREHOUSE AND DOWN THE MAIN AISLE. 


ON THE LEFT, HE KNEW, WERE BODY PARTS, 


WHEELS, TIRES АМО BATTERIES, ON THE 
RIGHT WERE, FIRST ENGINES, THEN 
TRANSMISSIONS, THEN FRONT AXLE AND 
REAR AXLE PARTS AND FINALLY ALL THE 
REST, INCLUDING CARBURETORS. HE KNEW 
THERE WERE NONE IN THE WAREHOUSE. 
ANSWERING WALLY'S DESCRIP TION SO HE 
CONTINUED OUT THE DOOR INTO THE 
BACKLOT. HERE, THERE WAS A LITTER 
OF CANNIBALIZED HULKS OF EVERY 


DONT HAVE THAT 
KIND OF MONEY! 


"COURSE NOT, BUT JUST YOU WATCH HOW FAST 
НЕ GETS BACK HERE WITH YOUR CARBURETOR. . . 


HERE YA GO, BILL. 


"aarun == 


КЕЕ! 


WHAT THE HELL, POINT IS, YOU OQ 
| WOULD STILL BE BACK THERE IN THE 
WEEDS, LOOKIN’ FOR THE FUCKIN’ CAR! 


ТОО BAD YOU AINT GOT ONE 
THAT CAN FART AROUND UP 
HERE INFRONT LIKE YOUDO, 
THEN YOU COULD SPEND 
THE WINTER IN FLORIDA, 


НЕСК, | BEEN WORKIN’ ON ONE. 
МАЧВЕ I'LL MAKE ‘IM 505 HE 
CAN B.S. WITH YOU GUNS AND | 
САМ TAKE IT EASY LIKE THE DOC 
5 


WELL, WHAT DO YOU THINK, THE TRUTH, WALLY, 
HOWARD? АМТ HE A = золата GIVES МЕ 4 
BEAUT: HE CREEPS, 


| - 


(ТІПТІ) 


WELL, FOR ONE THING, НЕ — IT JUST ТЕПЕ 


== 
ve ssp : А 
К , 
s 
STAGES АР له‎ йө малын алы ы ТТТ ЕТ 
Ашен ат TANT Sam типі (ай Тал А 
WELL, YOU JUST 
DONT LIKE ROBOTS. 
Ў 
иц 


NOW YOU GOT IT! 


УА KNOW, WALLY, SOMETIMES | СЕТ THE FEELING 
YOU'D RATHER TALK TO THAT THING THAN TO МЕ. 
HELL, 1 COULD DIE AND YOU'D NEVER MISS МЕ. 
YOU'D JUST GO ON AND B.S. WITH THAT GODDAMN 
PILE OF JUNK. 


HE'S JUST A MACHINE, . BILL, 
GET THE HELL OUTTA HERE. I'LL 
CALL YA WHEN 1 NEED ЧА. 


1 DON'T LIKE LOOKIN’ AT ‘EM, 
АКО | DON’T LIKE TALKIN’ TO 
“EM, AND 1 SURE WOULDN'T 
TREAT ONE LIKE THE SON 
1 NEVER HAD, 
FOR CRISSAKES! 


JEEZ, THAT AIN'T TRUE. BILL CAN'T PICK THE 
HORSES AND НЕ DON'T KNOW А DAMN’ THING 
ABOUT FOOTBALL. WHAT THE HELL WOULD 
WE TALK ABOUT? 


== 


(ұм 
Е 


THE TWO OLD MEN WATCHED THE ROBOT GO. , AFTER HOWARD LEFT, WALLY WENT INTO THE BACK ROOM, HIS WORKSHOP. HE HAD BEEN WORKING 
THE ONE WITHA GLARE, THE OTHER WITH, THERE | | CN ANOTHER ROBOT, ONE WITH A SYNTHESIZER. BILL HAD EVEN HELPED WITH SOME OF THE MORE 
WAS NO CONCEAL ING IT, A LOOK OF FONDNESS. . INTRICATE WIRING. . . HE'D BEEN SAVING IT AS A SURPRISE FOR HIS OLD FRIEND, 

HIS ONLY FRIEND, AND NOW THIS. 


(ы ak ВН 
پا‎ Е 
ШР 


WITHA SIGH, НЕ PULLED THE DUSTCOVER OVER IT. IT 
WOLLD'VE BEEN A HELL OF ALOT OF FUN, BUT ITJUST 
WASNT WORTH IT. 


IN THE DAYS THAT FOLLOWED, BILL STILL HAD THE RUN OF THE SHOP, AND 
WALLY STILL SHOWED OFF HIS ABILITIES TO NEW CUSTOMERS. 


BUT WHEN HOWARD CAME IN, AS HE DID EVERY MORNING ТО GO OVER 
THE DAY'S RACES OR THE AFTERNOON BALLGAME, BILL WAS ALWAYS 
‘SHOOED INTO THE BACK ROOM WHERE HE TOOK UP А POSITION BY 

THE DOOR, OUT OF VIEW OF HOWARD, WHERE HIS ALDIO SENSORS 


COULD STILL PICK ЦР THE CONVERSATION BETWEEN THE TWO OLD МЕМ... 


THEN ONE РАМ... 


THE OLD TICKER’S ACTING UP AGAIN, BILL. | 
NEED TO REST UP A ВІТ. SORTA RECHARGE MY 
BATTERY, YA KNOW. . . 


TOO BAD WE CAN'T. . . 
JUST ORDER А NEW 
BATTERY LIKE WE DO FOR 


YOU, BILL. . .SPARE 
PARTS FOR US HUMANS 
ARE JUST TOO EXPEN- 

. . . THEN COST 


- 


THERE WAS THAT WORD AGAIN. WHENEVER | 
HE'D ASK WALLY FOR А DEFINITION, 
МАЦ УО JUST GET RED IN THE FACE AND 
SAY, "YOU АМТ GOT NO USE FOR THAT 
WORD, LITTLE FELLA, NO USE IN 


AS THE DAYS WENT ON, WALLY NEEDED ТО 
REST MORE OFTEN AND BILL HANDLED THE 
CUSTOMERS ALONE... MOST OF THEM, 
RUNNERS FOR GARAGES AND SHADE TREE 
MECHANICS, TREATED НІМ AS IMPERSONALLY 

Аб THEY TREATED WALLY. THEY HARDLY 
NOTICED THAT HE WASNT HUMAN. 


BUT THE (LD GUNS, WHO CAME IN TO B.S, MORE 
THAN TO DO BUSINESS, WERE FLUSTERED WHEN THEY 
ASKED ABOUT WALLY AND BILL EJECTED A SLIP OF 
PAPER SAYING, "LYING DOWN’. IT WAS AN AWKWARD 
WAY TO CARRY ON A CONVERSATION. . . 


BILL KNEW IT WOULD ВЕ 6000 FOR 
BUSINESS IF HE COULD FART AROUND AND 
BE-ESS, WHATEVER THAT MEANT. НЕ 
WAS SURE THE MEANING WAS IN HIS 
MEMORY; ALL НЕ NEEDED WAS SOME 
WAY TO INITIATE THE PROPER SEARCH 
PROGRAM. AND A VOICE SYNTHESIZER, 


AFTER А WHILE, THE OLDTIMERS TOOK 
TO PEERING IN THE WINDOWS TO MAKE 
SURE WALLY WAS BEHIND THE COUNTER 
BEFORE THEY VENTURED IN. . . 


HOWARD WAS THE EXCEPTION. НЕ CAME IN ANYWAY. 
HE JUST REFUSED TO ACKNOWLEDGE BILL'S PRESENCE. 
HE'D CALL OUT WALLY’S МАМЕ AND IF WALLY HEARD, 
HE'D COME OUT AND THE TWO MEN WOULD CARRY ON 


BUT IF WALLY WAS ASLEEP AND 7 
HEAR HIM, OQ DIONT CHOOSE TO 
ANSWER (WHICH BEGAN TO HAPPEN 
MORE AND MORE OFTEN), HOWARD 
GLARED AT THE ROBOT AS IF SOMEHOW 
IT WAS HIS FAUT. Z 


== == = 


AFTER FIVE DAYS RUNNING, WHEN WALLY 
DIDNT APPEAR, HOWARD QUIT COMING 
‘AROUND, 


т. 
yÑ 


ОМА DAY DURING THE FIRST WEEK OF 
NOVEMBER, WALLY WAS UNABLE ТО GET UP 
OFF THE COT IN THE MORNING. BILL FIXED 
HIM TOAST AND COFFEE AND BROUGHT HIM A 
BOTTLE SO HE COULD "DRAIN HIS RADIATOR". _ 
VM A SICK MAN, BILL. 
YOURE GONNA HAVE TO KEEP j 
THIS PLACE GOING FOR ME 
UNTIL 1 САМ GET UP AND AROUND 
AGAIN. . . GOD HELP МЕ, 
DEPENDING ON A DUMMY ROBOT 
LIKE HE WAS MY SON АКО HEI! 


WALLY NEVER OPENED HIS EYES AGAIN, 
АКО AFTER A FEWDANS, THE FLIES BEGAN 
TO MULTIPLY IN THE WARM OFFICE, 


WHEN THE FLIES FINALLY GOT OUT 
OF HAND, BILL SEALED THE DOOR 
CLOSED WITH TAPE, IT KEPT THE 
FLIES IN AND, ALTHOUGH HE DIDNT 

KNOW IT, TOOK CARE OF THE SMELL 
THAT SOME OF THE CUSTOMERS 


WERE BEGINNING TO COMPLAIN av 


A 


4 


"KEEPING THE PLACE GOING UNTIL WALLY WAS UP AND 
AROUND AGAIN” WAS THE COMMAND THAT BILL WAS 
OPERATING ОМ. НЕ WAS DOING HIS BEST BUT HE WAS 
LOSING ALOT OF BUSINESS. HE HAD TO IGNORE THE 
PHONE, AND THE NUMBER OF CUSTOMERS WILLING 
TO DO BUSINESS WITH A ROBOT THAT COULDN'T 
TALK WAS DWINDLING, 


AFTER REVIEWING ALL THE OPTIONS, THERE WAS ONLY ONE LOGICAL THING ТО 00. WHEN THERE WERE NO CUSTOMERS AND THE DAY'S 
QUOTA OF JUNKERS HAD BEEN BROKEN DOWN AND SHELVED, HE WENT INTO THE BACKROOM AND WENT TO WORK. HE WORKED THROUGH 
THE NIGHT, TIRELESSLY OF COURSE. THE NEXT DAY WAS SUNDAY AND SINCE WALLY HAD NEVER BEEN OPEN ОМ SUNDAYS, BILL KEPT 


№ 


THE DOOR CLOSED AND STAYED АТ THE WORKBENCH ALL DAS 


ОМ MONDAY, WHEN IT WAS TIME ТО OPEN, BILL WAS READY. 
SOMEWHERE INSIDE HIM, A PROGRAM WAS READY TO RUN 
CAME, 


ОМ WEDNESDAY, HOWARD CAME IN. HE LOOKED AT BILL 
BELLIGERENTLY FOR А TIME, AS IF TRYING TO FORCE AN ANSWER FROM 
HIM, BILL WAITED. . . THEN. . . 


| T AN 
Š тт 
WHAT THE HELL 15 THIS, 
WALLY? SOME KINDA JOKE? 
Ё 


ALL RIGHT, WHERE'S WALLY? 
1 AINT SEEN ‘IM IN DAYS, 


WHAT САМ I DO YA FOR, YA OLD SONOFABITCH? 
OR DID'JA JUST COME IN TO WASTE MY TIME? 


THE FUNERAL WAS OVER, АКО | | НЕ STOOD FOR А LONG TIME IN FRONT OF THE DOOR BEFORE НЕ UNLOCKED ІТ. НЕ COULD HARDLY 
HOWARD, TO HIS SURPRISE, FOUND | | PUSH IT OPEN. HE FELT OLD АКО FRAIL. INSIDE, THE ROBOTS WERE STILL STANDING BEHIND THE 
HIMSELF SOLE HEIR АМО OWNER] | COUNTER, JUST WHERE HE АМО THE AMBULANCE CREW HAD LEFT THEM WHEN THEY'D TAKEN 
OF WALLY'S AUTO PARTS. WALLY'S BODY АМАЙ... 


WALLY, WHY'D 
УА HAFTA DIE? 


٩ 
1 
ШІ \ ) 
I SAID, WHAT DID'JA THINK OF 
: та р . 
OH CHRIST, МА WHAT DIDJA THINK А5 WALLY'S VOICE, THE BALLGAME YESTERDAY? 
1۳8 А SIMPLE QUESTION, FOR 


CRISSAKES! YOUR ARTERIES 
HARDENING OR SOMETHING? 


LONELY МАМ... WHO OFTHE BALLGAME М НЕ WAS SUREOF IT... 
WHO'LL TALK ТО МЕ YESTERDAY? 
ми... 


„КА N TA өй 


I DON'T THINK PW НЕ SAT THERE FOR А LONG TIME. . . NOT OPENING HIS | | THEN, IN А SOFT, TENTATIVE VOICE, LIKE 
READY FOR THIS! ENES. . . AFRAID TO MOVE, NOT WANTING TO START ХОШ MIGHT USE. WHEN TRYING TO EDGE 
SOMETHING HE COULON'T FINISH. HE BLAMED THE ROBOTS | | INTO A CONVERSATION BETWEEN 
FOR WALLY’S DEATH EVEN THOUGH HE KNEW THEY THAT PETROVICH 
WEREN'T RESPONSIBLE. HE HAD TO GET A GRIP ON 15 SOME KINDA 
HIMSELF AND FACE LIFE. . . QUARTERBACK, 
АМТ HE? 


НЕ AIN'T SO HOT. ANYBODY COULD WHADDAYA MEAN, PATSIES? WHAT DOES AN OLD IGNORAMUS LIKE YOU KNOW 
PASS AGAINST A BUNCHA PATSIES > ABOUT FOOTBALL ANYWAY? 
LIKE THE RAIDERS. . . 
ОН YEAH? WELL, 
LEMME TELL YOU. . . 


THE SouNDsS.... 


ІІ ПІ 
Д| ша 


THE HORROR... 


THAT HAD ТО BE THE VERY WORST OF‏ ے 
ОЕ IT... ТНЕ HORRIBLE SOUNDS мо‏ 
EARTHLY CREATURE WAS CAPABLE‏ 
OF... THE SKITTERING, DRAGGING‏ 
SOUNDS , THE SUCK OF УІЗСІР SLIME‏ 
AND THE FRANTIC UNDULATIONS‏ 

OF 5ОЕТ, МЕТ FLESH-THE FLUTTER 
OF HIDEOUS WINGS AND THE 

PECULIAR SCRAPE OF INSECT CHITON, 
THE PAPER-RATTLE WHISPER OF 
THOUSANDS OF LEGS — THE HISS 

OF ALIEN ВЕБАТН- THE RASP OF 
LUNG SPITTLE—THEN THE 

BUZZ OF WINGS AGAIN AND THE 
BUMP AND SLIDE OF SOFT 
BODIES ON THE WALL — 

THEN A THUMP TO THE FLOOR 

AND HISSES OF FRUSTRATED 

RAGE ....A BLASPHEMGUS 

ORCHESTRATION. 


HIDING .....1T WAS ALWAYS THE 

SAME.THEY KNEW WHERE | WAS...BUT THEY 
SEARCHED ANYWAY, SAVORING МУ 

GROWING FEAR AND HORROR .... THE 

STING OF THE BEADED SWEAT ON 

MY FACE ... THE CRAWL AND PRICKLE 

OF MY FLESH... WAITING ТО FEEL 

THE RAPID FEATHER-FLUTTER: 

OF ANTENNAE... THE CLAMMY 

WEIGHT OF TENTACLES... THE 

JOLT OF PAIN AS MANDIBLES 

GRIP WITH STEADY PRESSURE, 

PIERCE AND BEGIN TO SUCK 

AS OILY BRISTLES RAKE 

LIKE WIRE AND DRY TALCUM 

DUST WINGS FLUTTER ABOUT 

IN THE PLEASURE OF A 

FEEDING FRENZY... AS FEEDING 
TUBES LANCE AND LANCE... 


1 CAN'T EVEN SCREAM, 
SUFFOCATED WITH THE ALIEN 
SMELLS THAT GAG AND BURN 
-CONFUSED WITH THE 
ECSTACY OF FEEDING...AND 
THE FOG OF STENCH, THE 
STYGIAN HORRORS SWIRL 
ABOUT AROUSED, ATTEMPTING 

TO MOUNT AND COPULATE 

AS THEY BUZZ AND GORGE 

AND FLUTTER, GRAPPLING 

HARD AND SOFT, TANGLED 

“= IN А SEETHING 

Т ۸ MAGGOTY MASS WHERE 
И EVEN MY VOMIT 15 
CONSUMED. AND 

BEFORE THE FINAL 

DARKNESS ...ОМЕ WAIL 

OF INSANITY... 


2 MINE / 


РОЯ. МУ DAD AND DR. L. WORLEY.. REMEMBER BOYS, YA GOTTA KEEP WHAT УА CATCH w+ 


OH SWEET GOD, THE SHEETS: HOW ТНА" HELL po | ВЕТ INTO ١ LIE THERE INTHE PISS AND 
ARE SOAKED...AND NOTJUST WITH || THESE THINGS? To QUOTE MY SWEAT— DETERMINED ТО DIE 
SWEAT. NICE DREAMS,HUH? I'M | ROLE MODEL, DAFFY D.,ESQ.— BEFORE 1 CLOSE MY EYES АСА! 
NOT COMPLAINING THOUGH, “rr ISTO LAUGH..." 1 TRY, AND ONLY WAITING... WAITING FOR А DAW! 

THAT WAS A MILD ONE... MANAGE A IGLED зов... 1 KNOW ISNT CoMING—FOR Mi 


AS BIZARRE AS РАО WAS, | GUESS | WASNT SURPRISED WHEN THE ENTIRE FAMILY DIDN'T ВАТ АМ 
EYELASH WHEN HE DISAPPEARED... VIOLENTLY. THE WILL LEFT THE HOUSE AND GROUNDS TO THE SON 
MAINTAINING THE CRUMBLING WRECK FOR A YEAR, ALONG WITH A NECESSARY PERFORMANCE OF SOME 
UNSPECIFIED RITUALS. MY BROTHERS TALKED ME INTO ГГ... AND | НАР A FEELING THIS Мош TURN OUT AS 
WELL AS THE TIME THEY CONVINCED ME 1 SHOULD PUT MY TONGUE ОМ A METAL DOOR ONE BAD WINTER... , 


AT FIRST THE WHOLE AFFAIR WAS 
MORE TEDIOUS THAN STRANGE. NOW 
BOUND BY THE WILL, | WAS МАРЕ 
то CARRY A PECULIAR STAPF WITH 
ME AT ALL TIMES, AND EVEN 
BEFORE ATTEMPTING то SETTLE IN 
THE HOUSE, | HAD To EXAMINE 
ALL THE RUNES, GLYPHS AND OTHER 
ARCANE BULLSHIT THAT COVERED 
THE FLOORS, WALLS,,..EVEN THE 
FRIGGIN@ CEILINGS. | SERIOUSLY 
NITY... 


THE PLACE WAS WONDERFUL .... HOT AND COLD RUNNING 
RATS, SOURCELESS DRAFTS, RICKETY STAIRS, AND А 
REPERTOIRE OF SOUNDS BEYOND HUMAN RECOGNITION. 


ERY DAY WAS 

THESE FINALLY LED To THE Воокз,! HAD му FIRST REAL 
PREMONITION 1 WAS IN FOR MORE THAN THE FREEZE-BURNED 
TONGUE THAT НАР SO СНОКЕР MY BROTHERS WITH LAUGHTER... 


RAVING MADNESS... WHAT ELSE COULD IT BE ?— AND IN MY 

FATHERS OWN HAND... ALONG WITH ANCIENT BooKS THAT 

HAD COST HIM MOST OF HIS FORTUNE... AND ТО MY GROWING 
SSIBLY HIS LIFE.THATS WHEN THE DREAMS 


AT FIRST, IT WASN'T TOO BAD- SWIRLING DARKNESS 
BROKEN WITH MY FATHER PLEADING FORME то STAY 
ом, TO оо АЗ HE HAD INSTRUCTEP -HINTING THAT 
THE COMMITMENT WAS MADE, THAT 1 WAS NO LONGER 
FREE. TORMENTED FOR DAYS BY MY LOYALTY AND MY 
GROWING FEARS, | PROCRASTINATED — GODDAMN МЕ 
FOR WAITING, BECAUSE IT WAS LATE ONE NIGHT WHILE 
EXPLORING THE UPPER LEVELS THAT 1 FOUND IT... 


THE М!АВОВ .... WHICH WOULD SOON BE THE FOCUS OF THE DAMNING HORRORS THAT WOULD 
ENGULF МЕ. THE GLASS DIDN'T REFLECT—AND AT THE TIME | DISCOVERED IT , THE SURFACE 
WAS А STORMY SWIRL ОР UNEARTHLY COLOR... 1 LEFT IT WHERE IT WAS.., ADDITIONAL 
COMPLICATION CAME THE NEXT DAY WHEN VIRGINIA, MY FIANCE , SUDDENLY ARRIVED- AGAINST 
MY PREVIOUS WISHES. SHE PROMISED To LEAVE THE NEXT DAY, AND IN HER CHEERFUL PRESENCE | 
FELT MY CONCEALED FEARS SLIP AWAY. THE DOCUMENT OUTLINING THE RITUALS STATED | MUST 

ABSTAIN DURING THE COURSE OF "EVENTS", TIRED OF THIS FOOLISHNESS, | DECIDED ТО IGNORE 
THE DEMAND. WE CLEANED THE LIBRARY, HAD A DELIGHTFUL DINNER, AND RETIRED, 


a ОЕ 
ТІ 


кен ШЕШІ» 
те ез || | WILL tamil 


СТ WAS IN THE MIDDLE OF SOME RATHER SPIRITED FOREPLAY THAT WE HEARD IT. IT TOOK 
SEVERAL MOMENTS TO COMPREHEND WHAT WAS TOWERING OVER 05... 


. HUMAN FLESH 
CAN WITHSTAND ONLY SO MUCH SHOCK AT ONCE. WHOEVER THIS OTHERWORLDLY "BOUNCER" 
WAS, HE DIDN'T APPROVE... 1 WAS APFECTIONATELY BEATEN SENSELESS,... 


WHEN 1 CAME TO, UGLY 
WAS GONE, AND 1 COULD 
HEAR VIRGINIAS MG 
FADING INTO THE DISTANCE, 
NO DOUBT ESCORTED TO ТНЕ 
DOOR BY "LAUGHING Boy". | 
DECIDED rr WAS TIME TO 
SHOVE THE WHOLE PARADE, 
AND GET SCARCE. 


THE NIGHTMARE BEGAN. 1 AND KIDDOS... THERE WAS NONE OF THE "TEST PATTERN” 1 
RAN- WITH NO DIRECTION BWT Е — IT WAS ALL "PRIME TIME” NOW... 
AWAY, AWAY FROM THE HOUSE. 

YOU CAN IMAGINE МУ DELIGHT 
WHEN 1 FOUND THAT, NO 
MATTER WHERE ) WENT, THE 
MIRROR WAS WITH ME BY 
MIDNIGHT. 
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1 WON'T BURDEN You WITH THE HYSTERIA OF тнозе 
WEEKS .... SUFFICE TO SAY MY MIND WAS SCRAPED To THE 
RIND LIKE А ROTTEN PUMPKIN, THE BECKONING SHAPES , 

IN THE MIRROR CONVINCED МЕ 1 MUST RETURN... WITH ZŠ 
THE BERSERK HOPE 1 COULD MASTER THESE = ——Y 
FEARSOME POWERS — SUCCEED WHERE MY <> 
FATHER FAILED, LITTLE WONDER | WAS NEVER 

SPIMER ON MY HIGH SCHOOL VOLLEYBALL TEAM... O 9 


ONCE "HOME" AGAIN, | FOUND 1 STAYED NEAR THE LIBRARY AND KITCHEN FOR THE NEXT FEW 
THE HOUSE A SHAMBLES— DAYS — 1 KNEW ENOUGH NOW TO REALISE THE SERIOUSNESS OF MY 
SLIME , BRISTLE AND INSECT- SITUATION. FOR HOURS 1 WOULD SIT IN THE PROTECTIVE CIRCLE 
UKE SPINES ЫТТЕЯЕР ABOUT, МУ FATHER HAD INSTRUCTED МЕ TO DRAW - READING THE BOOKS 
MY PLAYMATES WERE FROM AND PIECING TO6ETHER THE PUZZLE. ALWAYS THE SMART-ASS, 
BEYOND....OUTRAGED ВУ MY 1 COULON'T RESIST SLIPPING IN А FEW HAPPY FACES AND 
LACK OF COOPERATION... FAVORITE SCATOLOGICAL IMAGES WITH THE ARRAY OF MAGICAL 

GLYPHS 1 BEGAN PAINTING ABOUT THE HOUSE Ав | EXTENDED 
MY PROTECTIVE ЗРНЕВЕ.... 


UNFORTUNATELY, VARIOUS BOOKS MY FATHER REFERRED ТО WERE CONE 
FROM HIS LIBRARY — PATCHES OF SLIME HINTING АТ WHO THE 
{CENSORS "COULD ВЕ. ONLY ENOUGH REMAINED To INSTRUCT ON THE 
PERFORMANCE OF THE REQUIRED RITUALS FOR EVOCATION AND PERMANENT 
SUBSTANTIATION, ١ KNEW NOW 1 DIPN'T HAVE THE OPTIONS 1 HAD PREVIOUSLY 
IMAGINED IT WAS РО! E 


бї? 


1 REALISED | WAS ТО ВЕ А 
“ВЕЦ. НОР" FOR THESE ELDER 
GOPS — ALLOWING THE HORRORS. 
FROM BEYOND ТО TURN THEIR 
BRIEF VISITS INTO PERMANENT 
RESIDENCE. HOW HELPLESS: 
HUMANITY WOULD BE IF 
CONFRONTED WITH THESE STYGIAN 
JOKERS... BUT STILL 1 KEPT ON... 


NONE OF THE SPELLS 1 KNOW 


CAN PROTECT ME FROM THE 
DREAMS . THEIR! FRUSTRATION 
AT FAILING TO REACH ME 
PHYSICALLY WAS LOVINGLY 


BIG BOFFS, номн 7 DID | TELL YOU THERE WAS А TIME LIMIT 
ON ALL THIS $ TONIGHT ISTHE SUMMER SOLSTICE - МУ pEBUT/// 
You CAN BET MY BOYISH GOOD LOOKS WON'T COUNT FOR 

MUCH THIS TIME - 1 KEEP THINKING ABOUT THAT COLD METAL 


DOOR AND MY BROTHERS 


PEMONSTRATED DURING MY 
SLUMBERS. SO HERE WE ARE- 
THE PAST SO MUCH GARBAGE, 


ar IT, 
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1 COVER MYSELF WITH THE PROPER OILS, SYMBOLS АМО 
А SMOCK OF CLEAN, RITUALLY BLESSED LINEN, ABSTINENCE? 
SURE — | HAVEN'T EVEN "SLAMMED THE HAM" SINCE UGLY 
VISITED. 1 GATHER THE CANDLES, STAFF , AND —"HOLY OF 
HOLIES" — THE ANCIENT NECRONOMICON AND PNAKOTIC 
MANUSCRIPTS ,.., TONIGHTS “PROGRAM GUIDE" ,,, , 


1 HEAR АМ UNEARTHLY PULSE GROW АЗ 1 CLIMB \ DRAW THE REQUIRED CIRCLES AND SYMBOLS- 
ТО THE UPPER LEVEL ANDTHE MIRROR. AS THE CHANT THE NECESSARY CHANTS... АНСТНЕ TIME 


PLANETS APPROACH THE NECESSARY CONJUNCTIONS, THE MIRROR GROWS BRIGHTER- SHIMMERING AND 
THE TIME-WEG OF OUR REALITY WILL WEAKEN AT DISTORTING IN A BLISTERING HAZE OF TEMPORAL 
PARTICULAR POINTS, "TEMPORAL WELLS" WILL FORM, ETHER, SUDDENLY ! REMEMBER SOMETHING MY 


AND A THREE RING CIRCUS OF HORRORS WILL FATHER WROTE — THE FEARFUL WARNINGS +... 
APPEAR INTHE WORLD THEY LOST SO LONG ABO, ALt. 2 
DEPENDENT ON ME, OF COURSE... = 


“THE WELL НАЗ OPENED, 
AND IN А RUSH THE HELLISH 
FORCES STRUGGLE ТО THE 
SURFACE... 1 FEEL THE 
HOLD ON ME WEAKEN... 


IN A SCREAM OF RAGE, % 
1 PO THE ONE THING 1 WAS 
TOLD NEVER Т0 РО... CAST 
THE ANCIENT BOOK AT 

THE MIRROR'S SURFACE... 


Z= 

КА ) THE EXPLOSION IS BEYOND BELIEF... LIKE АТОР 

THAT'S LOST (TS CENTER OF MOTION, THE MIRROR, 

| AMA VANISHES IN A VIOLENT, ECCENTRIC SWIRL- THE 
ER FLOOR DISAPPEARS... LIKE THE TABLE -CLOTH 

| 2 TRICK YOUR STUPIO UNCLE CAN NEVER MANAGE... 
ey EVERYTHING IS JERKED ALONG WITH IT:n 1 CAN 

ЕМ) HEAR THE HOUSE SCREAM AS IT GIVES AWAY, 


MY MIND CONSUMED WITH FEAR, 1STAGGER 
AS 1 TRY то REGAIN CONTROL.» AND FOR THE 
FIRST TIME REALISE THE EXTENT OF THEIR PHYSICAL, 


HOLD ON ME. 1 АМ HELPLESS . TEARS OF RAGE 
STREAM DOWN MY FACE... 


THE TEMPoRAL-WELL IS 
CLOSING... SUCKING THE HORRORS 
BACK INTO HELL, ALONG WITH 
‘THE HOUSE, THE GROUNDS... 
МЕХ WELL scREW-You,cTHULHU// —— ССҚ 
1 WASNT SWIM TEAM CAPTAIN’ (ZZ 
NOTHING LF ALE 
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ро YOU THINK | COULD TALK ONE ОҒ 
YOU MEN HERE FOR THE Bi > YOUSE INTO SUBBING ? 
Да CANDLELIGHT WE'LL PICK UP THE ТАВ... 


1 DON'T REALLY THINK.. 


бо AHEAD, BRIAN.’ 
у | JUST WANT 
) то SiT anD 96 
GET DRUNK. 


що 4 
У LEAGUE STARTS k. š f 
AT MIDNIGHT. ) A W 
HAT'LLGIVE YA /% 
TWENTY MINUTES /% 
То WARM УР. 7 


u BEEN А WHILE THERE WE GOI 
. 


HE'S PROBABLY OUT PUKING 
HIS GUTS.. NEVER COULD 
HOLD HIS LIQUOR... 


HAVE You ВЕ! 
DOING WITH TI 
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Ф2 IT 
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SO 
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| 5 :7 
A AVERY STR. NCH.. THE 
ل۸‎ | I DON'T LIKE ANY OF THIS. | | CANDLES M. TRANGER. 


THE HIGH GAME TAKES IT ALL, AND ONLY ONE GAME WILL 
ВЕ BOWLED.. SATAN BE WITH You!! 


Ne | 


ГЦ. HAVE То PLAY ALONG, WHAT а 
WITH HARRY OUT COLD АТ THE ВАК.) |-& 


Now | KNOW THAT SOMETHING'S} | А STRIKE! wELL, MAYBE ANOTHER STRIKE! ... THE 
DEFINITELY WRONG HERE.. BUT ІР | KEEP THIS UP, THEY'LL - 
ВЕ НАРРУ... > 
У (ак: 
Ра А 


IT’S ONLY А GODDAMN BOWLING 
ALLEY.... AND JUST То PROVE IT.. 


JESUS CHRIST! IHAVE To PLAY ТИ i 
7 ІТ THEIR WAY! 4 ` 


7 


ELEVEN STRIKES!!! 
(NEVER DREAMED THAT ГР 
EVER COME THIS CLOSE To 
A PERFECT GAME !! 


(Continued from the inside front cover) 

make you laugh and think at the same time —a pret- 
ty horrifying thought all by itself. Hartwig was last 
seen lending his unique talents to the grisly 
“Workshop” in our issue No. 7. 


Next issue: The guy who pulled the last nail 
out of Death Ка ез coffin is Jaxon. That's 
right, folks, he’s coming back! And he’s bringing 
“Bulto...the Cosmic Slug” with him! Yow! We 
know we've promised it before, but we mean it 
this time. Jack just finished a voluminous project 
in Texas that paid him rea/ money (we don’t pay 
real money here), and he’s ready to take on the 
big grub again. He told us there were 70 or so 
more pages planned in this saga, and if we had 
any sense of decency, ме” print ‘em. Well, we 
publish Death Rattle, so what does that say about 
our sense of decency? But, hell, we want to see 
how it turns out, just like everybody else. Jaxon 
will provide a recap of the story till now, since 
the last time it was seen was in issue 6, and then 
will continue the story of a cosmic deity at play 
in the desert southwest. The issue will be on the 


stands in September, which is a month late, but 
honest, we hadn't planned on a | 2th issue. So now 
мете digging in musty crypts looking for slime- 
encrusted stories to plug into it. But hey, they'll 
be good. Trust us (heh heh). 


One more thing: How about some letters, eh? 
And not the whining type about how the stuff 
we're printing isn’t “‘теаЙу” horror. Listen, we 
know what's horrible, and we're printing it. 
Er... That is, how about addressing the stories and 
characters and art and stuff, and leave out the clich- 
ed conceptions about all the other crapola horror 
comics stories you ve ever read and which don’t 
appear here. Well, we hope that finally and con- 
clusively offends simply everyone. We'll kill this 
title yet! 


Editor/Publisher Denis Kitchen 
Story Editor. Dave Schreiner 
Production. . . . Jan Manweiler 
Circulation. . . . -Paula Meyer 


DEATH RATTLE 
BACK ISSUES 
STILL AVAILABLE! 
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That’s right, all the previous 10 issues of Death Rattle are still available! If you can’t Ë 
Е set them from your comics shop, you can get them from us! Just $2.00 plus 50 cents Ë 
postage each, OR, buy five or more and WE will pay the postage! Death Rattle is | 
а “mature readers” title, and for purposes of mail order, we are requiring а signature р 
certifying that the purchaser is over 18 years of age. : 


Kitchen Sink Press ж 2 Swamp Rd. ж Princeton WI 54968 


Enclosed is $ — for the titles listed below: 


(Death Rattle 1: Color. Charles Burns, Corben, Holmes, Dallas.$2.00 and 50 с. postage. 
(Death Rattle 2: Color. Jaxon's “God's Bosom,” Will Eisner, Holmes.’ 

(Death Rattle 3: Color. Doug Hansen. Јахоп'з “Bulto” saga. 
Сеат Rattle 4: Color. Baron, Holmes, Jaxon in more horror ma: 
Ореаћ Rattle 5: Color. Baron, Holmes, Wolverton, Jaxon.___$2.00 and 50 с. postage. 
[Death Rattle 6: b&w. Holmes, Strnad, Bissette, Veitch, Jaxon__$2.00 and 50 с. postage. 
[Death Rattle 7: b&w. Spain, Stiles, Stout and Ed Gein! 
(Death Rattle 8: Schultz's “Xenozoic;” other great stuff! ` 
Сеат Rattle 9: Holmes, Ingersoll, Wolverton — < 
[Death Ваше 10: Holmes, Baron, Vincent, Burns — $2.00 and 50 с. postage. 
[Send те a FREE catalog of all your fine books, magazines and comics. 


Art Carbunkle Scan 


1 certify that I am over 18. Signature: 


Name: — — 


“In а pantywaist ега of comic books 
filled with timorous, psychotic, inept 
апа/ог boring excuses for heroes, it is 
refreshing to fall over Death Rattle, 
a comic filled to the brim every issue 
with drooling, lascivious, anatomically 
bizarre degeneracy. Here, each issue, 
can be found the most venal, 
salacious, debased and cruel aspects 
of the human race, exceeded in 
vileness only by the slimy, filth- 
encrusted aliens that make guest ap- 
pearances. Dr. Wertham may be 
gone, but the paranoid fears he spent 
his life trying to avert have reached 
full fruition in Death Rattle. For an 
age of smartbombs, Reaganism, 
vigilante justice and rampant know- 
nothingness, Death Rattle is a proper 
McGuffey’s Primer. Here’s to the 
thugs and maniacs who fill each book 
with concepts so damnable, so putres- 
cent, that they make the EC horror 
magazines of yore seem like mere 
cocktail napkin doggerel. I salute you. 
Now [m going to take а bath in 
quicklime.” 


—Harlan Ellison 


